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And here they will stay 
When the human race 
Has long passed away. 
II 
Moths have depleted my wardrobe, 
And, unlike other bugs 
Have eaten my rugs. 
What mercy do they merit 
Who work such mischief 
In secret? 
Ill 
As for ants, the small 
Sugar ants, I mean? 
I fear I may have ingested 
A bit of that infinitesimal 
Protein, unseen. 
"Behind This Mortal Bone" 
My life is over 
And my days are done. 
It is my turn? 
My time has come. 
Adelaide Crapsey said, 
"I weave my shroud 
But no one knows." 
I add: "Nor cares 
What one wears? 
To drape the skeleton, 
Cover the bone? 
We die alone." 
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